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under her tightly drawn dress. It was upon the latter that hi<
eyes fell now as he released her head. "Pretty," he mutterec
again and this time his tone troubled and perplexed her.
There was something in it quite different from the tone o:
a normal grown-up man expressing sensual interest. But thi
very fact, that he was so different from his son in the way h<
acted, gave her a vibrant quiver of tenderness towards him
"Pretty," he repeated; and stretching out his hand he touchec
with his forefinger the tip of her left breast, the one she'd beer
conscious of all day, the one that had teased her by that tick-
ling sensation. His gesture was the extreme opposite of i
sensual one. An onlooker, who had been to Rome, would have
been reminded of the outstretched finger of Michelangelo**
Divinity putting life into the languid frame of the newly createc
parent of our race.
But just because his touch was so strangely chaste Wizzit
felt under its impact such a melting response that it was im-
possible to bear it. From the spot where he touched her then
trembled through her whole body a tension that could onlj
find relief by being taken into his arms.
"Let's—sit—down/' she stammered: "no—you—and I'll—
and pushing him into his great armchair, a much more capa-
cious piece of furniture than the one in D.'s attic, she slid dowi]
upon his lap. The warmth of her body, its electric pressure,
the way she cuddled up against his chest, in blind contact with
those garments whose state had shocked the fastidious D,, th<
manner in which she caught up one of his hands and kissed it,
as reverently as if he'd been some famous sage or formidable
potentate, instead of a half-crazed fanatic, whose work wasn't
good enough for a newspaper, all these things had a most re-
leasing effect, not on the man's senses, but on his tongue.
But the flood of strange talk to which she now found her-
self half-listening—for she had never been one for taking the
discourses of the sons of men with much seriousness—was
nothing in intensity, or in abandonment, to her own feelings.
For. the first time in her life Wizzie had round her the arms
of a man she loved. It was no more to her than the howling of
the wind in the chimney that this man was her bedfellow's
father. It was no more to her than the lashing of the rain on
the pane that another father—the father of her own child—
was waiting to intercept her return.

